*    The Fatal Hunting   *

ropes which gripped him in front. U Naga held one of
the front ropes and, calling to his companion who held
the other to follow his lead, let out a few yards. The
tusker, turning to flee sideways, was brought up with
a jolt and flung on his shoulder. This was repeated
several times till the animal was half stunned and stood
there trembling, foam dripping from his pointed lip.
He had been played like a fish.

U Naga now ordered the riders of the two elephants
which had jostled the tusker to approach him again.
The men closed in, perched on the stern of their
mounts to avoid his trunk. When these were in posi-
tion on each side of him and leaning against him, the
four who held the ropes eased them sufficiently to
allow him to walk. A procession started. In the centre
was the tusker, worried and shaken, while, squeezing
him between them, the two females bustled him on. Ten
yards ahead was U Naga with one trapper, holding the
two ropes which secured his front legs, while behind
was Usana and the other trapper, handling the rear
ropes. They had not gone very far when trackers whom
U Naga had posted came up. The captive was handed
over to them to bring in, while the King returned to
Dalla by a short cut, arriving in time for a late break-
fast. It had been a great day's hunting.

That night after dinner he was sitting by a window
looking over the river. The ebb had set in; an immense
volume of water rolled to the sea. A very fine moon lit
up the landing stage. Presently a small boat came along-
side, from which stepped a youth and a monk of the
Order. For some reason it gave the King a tremor to
watch them. They entered his vision like actors in a
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